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"■pHERE  are  several  reasons  for  the  re-establishment  of  a literary  paper  at  Lehigh 
University,  which  to  the  present  board  of  editors,  seemed  weighty  enough  to 
warrant  an  attempt  in  this  direction.  There  is  now  much  literary,  artistic,  and 
humorous  ability  in  college,  and  a paper  of  the  character  the  Burr  proposes  to 
be,  offers  an  excellent  opportunity  for  its  development. 

That  a publication  of  this  kind  shall  not  succeed,  seems  scarcely  possible. 
More  than  anything  else,  the  career  of  the  old  Burr  makes  us  think  this.  The 
first  number  of  this  paper  was  published  in  October  1 88 1 , when  there  were  only 
about  one  hundred  and  forty  students  here.  It  continued  publication  until  1897, 
when  it  died  a natural  death,  caused  no  doubt  by  the  condition  the  University 
was  in  at  that  time.  The  old  Burr  was  very  successful,  and  held  a high  position 
among  other  college  periodicals  of  its  kind. 

We  are  now  much  stronger  than  we  were  then,  in  numbers  at  least,  (we  dare 
not  say  in  anything  else,  for  we  hope  to  obtain  some  aid  from  the  Alumni)  and 
success  is  sure  to  come  if  any  sort  of  a real  try  is  made.  We  will  do  our  best, 
and  hope  the  mistakes  will  be  overlooked.  A little  help  and  encouragement  are 
all  we  ask. 
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TV7E  shall  try  to  follow  the  custom  of  the  old  Burr,  and  keep  up  a regular  Alumni 
**  department.  And  to  help  us  in  this,  we  earnestly  ask  the  Alumni  to  send  us 
any  articles  of  interest. 

* w,  * 


THE  board  of  Editors  of  the  Burr  will  consist  of  not  more  than  ten  men,  chosen 
from  among  the  three  upper  classes.  A man  will  be  eligible  to  election  when 
he  has  written  and  had  printed  in  the  Burr,  at  least  four  articles.  Regular  elections 
will  be  held  immediately  after  the  Easter  holidays. 

There  are  now  three  vacancies  on  the  Board,  which  will  be  filled  as  soon  as 
three  men  become  eligible  to  election. 

K 9L  *. 


THE  Burr  will  be  issued  about  the  twentieth  of  each  month  during  the  college 
year.  Drawings  should  be  mailed  not  later  than  the  fifth  of  the  month  for 
which  they  are  intended,  and  written  matter  not  later  than  the  eighth. 

*,  *,  * 

LAYING  aside,  for  the  present,  the  call  for  moral  and  financial  support,  it  is  our 
duty  to  bring  to  the  notice  of  our  subscribers  another  means  of  assistance  which 
is,  in  general,  totally  overlooked  or  partly  ignored. 

We  strongly  urge  the  undergraduate  body  to  keep  in  mind  our  advertisers. 
It  is  their  financial  aid,  given  through  the  medium  of  advertising,  which  makes 
possible  the  publication  of  such  a journal. 

The  platform  of  reciprocity  may  be  here  inaugurated  on  a smaller  scale,  but 
nevertheless  the  moment  of  the  issue  is  more  ably  presented  by  a consideration  of 
the  debt  which  the  college  owes  to  the  merchant  who  supplies  the  means  for  propa- 
gating such  college  magazines.  The  management  earnestly  requests  the  readers  of 
the  Burr,  not  only  to  patronize  our  advertisers,  but  to  mention  this  paper  in  their 
transactions  with  them. 

If  advertisers  fail  to  reap  the  benefit  of  their  insertions,  the  natural  outcome 
is  a discontinuance  of  that  insertion  which  means  a disablement  of  the  financial  side 
of  our  undertaking  with  a consequent  indication  toward  cessation  of  publication. 

* ** 

’T’HE  establishment  of  an  honor  system  at  Lehigh  University  last  month  was  prob- 
ably  the  best  thing  that  has  happened  here  for  some  time.  And  we  can  thank 
the  Senior  Class  which  is  just  graduating,  for  taking  hold  of  the  idea,  and  by  their 
influence  and  work,  putting  it  on  a working  basis.  But  now  that  the  system  has 
been  inaugurated,  it  rests  with  us  who  remain  to  see  that  it  is  enforced.  For,  to 
make  a thing  of  this  kind  a success,  absolute  enforcement  of  its  requirements  is 
necessary ; and  without  this,  it  becomes  worse  than  a farce — it  becomes  a disgrace. 

There  seems  to  be  some  question  as  to  just  how  far  the  former  system  of  con- 
ducting examinations,  quizzes,  etc.,  will  be  continued.  Now  we  cannot  expect  that 
by  the  mere  fact  of  our  having  an  honor  system,  we  shall  immediately  obtain  all  the 
advantages  and  privileges  incident  to  such  a scheme.  We  must  first  show  by  our 
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spirit  of  enforcing  it,  that  we  mean  business,  and  in  time — and  it  will  not  be 
very  long — these  things  will  follow.  There  will  then  be  a perfect  understanding 
between  student  and  instructor,  which  will  be  extremely  satistactory  to  both  parties. 

*,  * *, 

TT  is  with  pleasure  we  note  the  business-like  way  in  which  the  Trustees  of  the 

* University  are  pushing  the  construction  of  the  new  Field  House  on  the  Athletic 
Field.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  it  will  greatly  raise  the  standard  of  our  teams, 
and  we  can  look  for  victory  in  the  future  many  more  times  than  we  have  in  the 
past.  The  Burr  hopes  to  be  as  successful  as  we  know  the  new  Field  House  will  be. 

*,  *,  *, 

A FTER  a most  successful  foot-ball  season,  we  looked  forward  to  our  Spring 

* * athletics  with  great  hopes  for  a similar  success,  yet  these  teams  have,  for 
various  reasons,  fallen  below  the  record  made  last  Fall. 

Particularly  in  Lacrosse  was  this  noticeable.  We  began  the  season  in  what 
looked  like  championship  form,  but  instead  of  improving  we  went  from  bad  to  worse 
and  ended  in  a bad  defeat.  The  main  reasons  for  this  were  the  want  of  an  aggres- 
sive, heavy,  and  strong  attack  and  lamentable  lack  of  stick-work. 

For  next  year,  however,  our  prospects  are  good,  and  these  main  defects  will  have 
ample  opportunity  for  rectification.  The  Field  House,  which  will  be  built  during 
the  Summer,  will  doubtless  correct  the  fault  in  stick-work,  and  the  men  being  sure 
of  themselves  will  develop  better  form  and  team-work,  and  will  improve  in  the  char- 
acter of  their  play. 

There  are  several  vacancies  to  fill  next  year,  and  by  this  opportunity  of  practice 
in  the  Field  House,  a man  who  has  never  had  a stick  in  his  hands  before,  will  be 
placed  on  a par  with  men  of  greater  experience. 

*,  *,  *. 

•THE  Epitome  board  is  to  be  congratulated  on  the  creditable  book  they  have  just 
issirecl.  It  is  surely  up  to  the  standard  of  previous  publications. 

*:  *,  X 

1V  7 E are  very  much  indebted  to  the  Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl  and  The  Yale  Record 
” for  their  co-operation  in  this  issue  of  the  Burr. 


lament  of  a Coffege  TEtbOfe. 


Another  season’s  past  and  gone 
With  all  its  games  and  dances. 

I mourn  the  Class  of  1904 — 

I mourn  my  wasted  chances. 

When  I was  but  a debutante 
The  college  men  I’d  capture. 

Each  time  I’d  “land  another  catch” 
It  filled  my  heart  with  rapture. 

But  now  alas ! I’m  getting  old 
Though  men  aren’t  half  so  clever, 

They’l  flirt  me  on  to  twenty-eight 
And  I’ll  go  on  forever. 


And  dances  pall  upon  me  now — 

This  is  my  seventh  season — 

I greatly  fear  an  old  maid’s  fate, 

And  that  with  ample  reason. 

Now  list  to  me,  O debutante! 

Though  college  men  may  please  you, 
They  never  dream  of  marrying, 

They  only  want  to  tease  you. 

Take  warning  by  my  awful  fate 
And  pray  don’t  be  a scoffer. 

Accept  before  it  is  too  late 
Your  first  good  solid  offer. 


Sour  — 
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Dear  Professor  : The  volumes  of  “Guide 
to  Knowledge’’  you  have  just  re-written  I am 
already  finding  very  useful.  For  my  younger 
brother  has  been  raised  in  his  position,  and  can 
now,  with  their  help  attain  things  which  be- 
fore were  entirely  out  of  his  reach. 

» *»  * 

“Say,  did  you  hear  about  that  man  who 
broke  the  world’s  record  by  playing  the  piano 
for  twenty-six  hours  without  stopping?” 

“No,  but  I know  a fellow  who  beat  that.” 

“You  do,  eh?” 

“Yes,  I heard  Squinks  play  the  “Stars  and 
Stripes  Forever.” 


(&  (Rare  One. 

O,  lovely  hand,  how  dear  to  me 
Of  mould  and  form  divine, 

I press  thee  to  my  beating  heart 
In  joy  that  thou  art  mine. 

0 precious  hand,  whose  instant  touch 
Responsive  to  mine  own. 

Thrills  every  fibre  of  my  soul 
With  joy  before  unknown. 

But  what  the  dream  for  me  it  holds, 

I never  sure  will  tell. 

1 only  know  its  every  line 
I love  and  love  full  well. 

’Tis  true  no  finger  glistens  there 
With  bright  bethrothal  ring. 

But  all  the  same  it  takes  the  pot — 
Four  aces  and  a king ! 

K * *> 


“walking  slowly  with  heavy  steps.” 


* * 

Professor  of  Anatomy  (exhibiting  skele- 
ton to  student)  : “Here  we  have  a specimen 
who  died  from  a bullet  wound  received  in  his 
anterior  cerebellum,  besides  having  his  left 
lung  crushed.  Now  what  would  you  do  in  a 
case  like  this?” 

Student  (very  much  bored)  : “I  would  die 
too.” 

* * * 

Student  (to  rapidly  approaching  figure)  : 
“Oh,  you're  the  variable,  are  you?” 

Figure  (with  impertinent  air)  : “Well,  I’d 
father  be  the  variable  than  the  limit.” 


— — 
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Prehistoric  Man  felt  salubrious.  His  chest 
was  hairy  and  he  felt  full  of  the  Old  Nick. 
Besides  his  ears  told  him  that  Old  Faithful, 
his  spouse,  was  sleeping.  A palm  tree  about 
two  hundred  yards  down  the  beach  suddenly 
fixed  his  somewhat  disturbed  gaze  and  he  crept 
stealthily  over  the  warm  sand  and  threw  him- 
self in  its  shade  with  a sigh  of  relief.  “Sounds 
like  waterfalls  or  a buzz-saw  from  here,”  he 
said  musingly.  “I  reckon  another  hundred 
yards  would  almost  humanize  it.”  Then  in- 
dignantly: “If  she  ever  takes  to  imitating  an 
automobile  I'll  get  a divorce !” 

He  settled  himself  luxuriously  in  the  yield- 
ing sand  and  looked  out  to  sea.  The  sun 
swung  low  in  the  blue  curve  of  a sky  filled 
with  the  warmth  of  a perfect  day,  while  the 
evening  breeze  blew  the  smoky  spume  of  the 
surf  high  up  the  beach  and  made  the  long 
rollers  out  in  the  offing  show  their  teeth  in  de- 
fiance. Everything  seemed  filled  with  life  and 
joy  and  P.  Man  felt  happy  enough  to  throw 
himself  away — but  a sudden  thought  of  Mrs. 
P.  reminded  him  that  he  had  alreadv  done  it, 
once  for  all. 

Something  fell  from  the  tree  beside  him. 
It  was  a date.  P.  Man  blushed ; then  looked 
around  him  furtively.  “Gee!  I’ll  catch  it! 
She  kept  me  out  of  the  hut  for  a week  once 
just  for  watering  this  tree!  Said  it  was  too 
much  like  making  dates  and  she  couldn’t  en- 
joy her  victuals  when  she  was  all  wrought  up 
with  jealousy  ! By  Apples  women  are  funny !” 

A mischievous  gleam  came  into  his  eye  and 
he  started  for  Mrs.  P.’s  boudoir.  Half  way 
there  he  stopped  in  awe  and  took  off  his 
wreath.  “How  does  she  do  it,”  he  said. 


“Seems  to  me  it  would  hurt.”  After  a mo- 
ment he  moved  on.  Mrs.  Man  slept  soundfully 
in  the  shade  of  a cocoanut  palm.  Her  favor- 
ite pets  were  hippopotamusses  and  you 
wouldn’t  have  called  her  “petite.”  P.  Man 
didn’t  waste  time  calling  her  anything  but 
heaved  cocoanuts.  After  the  third  strike  he 
ran . 

* * 

Later,  peace  having  ben  established,  Mrs. 
P.  drowsed  and  yawned  in  the  hut  while 
he  sat  in  the  door  and  let  his  thoughts  run 
wonderingly  along  the  moon-path  stretching 
ever  smoother  and  narrower  from  him  to  the 
Lady  in  the  Moon,  whose  silvery  beauty  was 
just  gleaming  above  the  black  rim  of  the  sea — 
but  Mrs.  P.  knew  nought  of  this.  The  mystic 
witchery  of  the  moonlight  filled  him  with 
strange,  deep  questionings.  “Genevieve,”  he 
said  at  last,  moved  beyond  himself,  “hast  thou 
ever,  sweetheart,  wondered  how  strange  it  is 
that  two  apple  blossoms  are  required  to  make 
one  pair?”  She  could  not  reply.  Later,  he 
spoke  again:  “I  wonder,  dear,  that  if  I should 
find  a four-leaved  clover  on  a new  made 
grave” — , here  he  paused  thoughtfully,,  and 
then  went  on,  “I  wonder  would  I be  dead  sure 
to  have  good  luck?”  “Oh  Parsifal!”  Mrs. 
P.  said  softly,  “you  mustn’t  think  about  such 
sad  things.” 

Long  after  Mrs.  P.  slept,  Prehistoric  Man 
sat  under  the  date  palm  down  the  beach  and 
mused  in  the  moonlight.  At  intervals  a jar- 
ring sound  came  down  the  breeze  to  him  from 
the  hut.  “I  wonder  if  the  automobile  will  ever 
displace  the  nightmare,”  he  said,  and  then  fell 
asleep. 


s. 
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Dey  say  dat  down  in  Eden 
Dar  lived  a happy  par. 

An’  dis  is  what  de  good  Lord 
Said  soon’s  He  sot  dem  dar: 


How  could  dey  eat  dat  apple? 

’Twas  boun’  tuh  make  ’em  sick. 

Dey  hadn’t  oughter  teched  it, 

But  deir  darned  heads  war  so  thick 


“Now  don’t  you  eat  dat  apple 
Hit’s  gwine  tuh  make  yuh  sick. 

You  wouldn’t  want  to  hab  it 

Ef  yuh  darned  head  warn’t  so  thick.” 

Now  Adam’s  feared  dat  apple, 

Aldo’  so  sweet  an’  red, 

So  he  up  an’  spoke  to  Evy 
An’  dis  is  what  he  said. 

“Eve,  don’t  don’t  you  eat  dat  apple 
You  tinks  youse  mighty  smart. 

Ef  you  as  much  as  tech  it 
Ah’ll  carve  yuh  to  de  heart.” 

» 

But  Eve  she  et  dat  apple 

While  Adam  chawed  de  co’e — 

An’  den  dey  trowed  de  peelin’s 
To  de  chickens  at  de  do. 


De  angel  sent  ’em  scootin’ 

An’  never  a word  he  spoke. 

But  Adam  said  to  Evy 
As  inter  a trot  dey  broke. 

“Why  did  you  take  dat  apple 

I knowed  ’twould  take  yuh  down, 

You’r  de  silliest  po’  fool  nigger 

“Dat” — “You  low  down  sneakin’  houn’ !” 
* * * * 

Bim,  Bam,  Biff,  Baff,  Wow — 

* * * * 

When  Eve  got  trough,  dat  nigger 
Couldn’  tell  de  time  o’  day. 

But  lie’s  boun  ter  hear  her  sayin’ 

Before  he  fain’ed  away : 

“Ef  I’d  et  all  dat  apple 
I’d  let  yuh  have  yer  say. 

But  sence  you  et  de  mos’ 

You’d  needn’  be  so  gay.”  1 : } 


Mr.  Umpire:  “ Play  ball  men  ! It  isn’t  raining.” 

— J&e&en  — 
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Nobody  could  tell  how  Smithers  became  en- 
gaged, unless  it  were  Smithers  or  the  girl,  and 
they  were  not  talking.  Smithers  was  a Junior, 
and  the  girl  lived  in  Easton.  These  are  facts 
that  you  want  to  remember,  for  they  have 
much  to  do  with  the  story.  It  accounted  for 
Smithers  owing  many  small  accounts  around 
town,  and  for  divers  painful  interviews  on  the 
subject  of  conditions.  Smithers  went  to  Eas- 
ton about  x — n nights  out  of  x,  and  the  trol- 
ley conductors  always  wanted  the  cash  in  ad- 
vance, which  was  hard  on  Smithers,  but  a 
great  saving  to  the  company. 

One  particularly  fine  evening  Smithers  took 
the  trip  as  usual.  It  was  much  such  a night 
as  many  previous  nights,  and  gave  Smithers 
no  warning  in  advance  of  what  was  going  to 
happen.  Otherwise  Smithers  would  have 
stayed  at  home,  and  perchance  have  hunted 
up  a few  books  for  a change,  and  then  this 
tale  would  never  have  been  written.  But 
Smithers  went  to  Easton,  and  called  on  the 
Girl.  It  was  a nice,  clear,  warm  night,  with  a 
Moon,  and  they  made  the  most  of  it,  scorning 
prosaic  gas  jets,  and  other  modern  innovations. 
Smithers  gave  her  all  the  old  jollies,  and  a 
few  new  ones,  and  was  particularly  emphatic 
in  his  declarations  as  to  Her  superiority  to  all 
other  creatures  of  her  sex.  This  was  so  pro- 
nounced, said  Smithers,  that  no  longer  did 
anything  in  skirts  attract  even  the  fleeting 
tribute  of  a glance.  He  saw  none  of  them, 
charm  they  never  so  wisely.  He  lived  in  a 
perpetual  solitude  in  her  absence.  He — but 
why  prolong  the  agony?  You  all  know  what 
he  said,  and  how  the  Girl  took  it  all  in,  and 
snuggled  up  closer,  and  almost  believed  it. 

But  even  Smithers  had  to  tear  himself  away, 
and  the  Girl  watched  him  stride  down  the 
street  with  a great  big  pride  that  such  a mag- 
nificent specimen  of  manhood  should  be  all 
her  very  own.  Then  she  sighed  and  went  in- 
side. Smithers  went  on  down  the  street,  and 
presently  came  to  himself.  Down  town  lots 


of  people  were  still  about,  and  amongst  them 
not  a few  of  the  scorned  young  ladies  he  had 
just  been  romancing  about.  Smithers  so  far 
forgot  himself  and  his  poetry  as  to  stop  and 
watch  one  especially  pretty  specimen  get  off  a 
trolley.  The  pretty  specimen  saw  Smithers 
watching  her,  and  she  watched  back — with  a 
most  provokingly  alluring  smile.  Then  she 
looked  over  her  shoulder  and  started  down 
the  street.  Smithers  considered  for  the  mil- 
lionth part  of  a second,  and  started  down  the 
same  street,  which  was  not  at  all  in  the  direc- 
tion he  had  meant  to  go;  and  it  didn’t  take 
him  very  long  to  overtake  the  pretty  specimen, 
who  made  no  effort  at  all  to  run  away.  They 
decided  that  they  knew  each  other  well,  and 
that  her  name  was  Alice  Jones  and  his  was 
Bill  Robinson.  Smithers  spent  a delightful 
hour  walking  about  town  with  his  old  friend. 
Presently  they  strolled  up  a neat  little  alley, 
and  stopped  at  a back  gate.  “Here’s  where  I 
live,”  said  Alice. 

“Well,  can’t  I come  in?”  said  Smithers. 
“You  might — if  you’re  good,  and  don’t  make 
any  noise.” 

“Oh,  I won’t — and  it’s  not  very  late.” 

“It  is,  too;  and  you  know  it  ain’t  really  my 
home ; I’m  the  young  lady’s  maid.” 

“Ah  ! — and  who  does  live  here,  then  ?” 
“Never  mind,  I shan’t  tell  you;  but  ain’t 
you  coming  in?” 

“Don’t  mind  if  I do!”  said  Smithers;  and 
he  did. 

It  was  a nice,  neat  kitchen,  but  there  was 
only  one  chair.  After  some  persuasion,  they 
made  that  chair  do  very  nicely.  It  was  very 
quiet,  and  the  gas  burned  dimly.  Perhaps  an 
hour  had  passed  when  the  door  opened  silently, 
and  a white-clad  figure  peered  in.  Nobody 
heard  the  interruption,  and  after  considerable 
peering  the  white  draperies  disappeared  and 
slammed  the  door ! Alice  leaped  to  her 
feet  in  affright,  and  Smithers  grabbed  his  hat. 
“Now,  Billy,  you  must  go  home!” 

“Why?  that  was  only  the  wind.” 

“No;  it  wasn’t  no  wind  neither!  You  go, 
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or  I’ll  catch  it.  That  was  her.  I know.  But 
you’ll  come  soon  again — say,  you  will?” 

“Ye9,  sweet  Alice,  you  just  bet  I will;  but 
how’ll  I find  my  way  to  the  car?”  There- 
upon the  pretty  specimen  tiptoed  out  with  him, 
and  set  him  straight. 

Three  nights  later  Smithers  came  to  Easton 
again  as  per  previous  arrangement  with  the 
Girl.  She  came  to  the  door  with  suspicious 
promptness  in  answer  to  Smithers’  ring.  Her 
nose  was  some  twenty  degrees  higher  than  the 
normal,  and  her  manner  some  twenty  below — 
zero. 

‘‘Ah,  Mr.-Mr.-Man ; my  maid  always  re- 
ceives her  company  in  the  kitchen,  and  you  will 
be  good  enough  to  use  the  rear  entrance  in  the 
future.  Go  half  way  around  the  upper  end  of 
the  block,  and  follow  down  the  alley  to  the 
fifth  back-gate !” 

And  the  way  the  door  slammed  gave  Smith- 
ers a vivid  remembrance  of  another  slam  about 
three  days  ago.  w.  s.  a. 
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May  1903. — “ Birthday  Spiel.” 

The  only  thing  not  lit  on  the  campus. 

K *, 

Miss  West  (on  a slumming  expedition)  : 
“Waiter,  bring  me  some  milk  and  a few 
crackers.” 

Waiter:  “Right  up,  Miss.” 

Mr.  Knowit  (her  escort)  : “And-er-Waiter, 
you  don’t  serve  lobsters,  do  you  ?” 

Waiter  : “ We’re  not  particular  here  ; 
what’ll  yer  have?” 


day?” 

Jill:  “No,  is  it  hard?” 

Jack:  “There  is  much  food  for  reflection.” 

Jill:  “I’ll  have  to  go  home  and  shine  up, 
so  I can  reflect.” 

*, 


“How  is  everything  in  Philadelphia?” 

“How  do  you  know  I’ve  been  to  Philadel- 
phia ?” 

“Your  shoes  are  shined.” 

^ 

A good  many  people  can  put  two  and  two 
together ; but  the  trouble  is,  some  of  them  call 
it  six. 

*,  * 

Bill:  “This  paper  says  that  ‘the  furious 
crowd  brushed  by  the  gate-keeper  and  rushed 
madly  into  the  grandstand.’  ” 

Aleck  : “One  might  almost  say  they  burst 
into  tiers.” 
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(Borne  of  (Rouge  ef  (Uotr. 

“Felix  !” 

He  shambled  toward  me  in  the  bleared  light 
and  leaning  his  boyish  face  over  my  table— for 
it  was  the  hour  when  day  goes  out  and  night 
comes  in  along  the  boulevards, — “La  Presse, 
M’sieur  ?” 

‘No;  Pm  in  a black  humour  to-night,  Felix, 
you  never  are.  Let’s  reason  together.  ’ 

He  took  the  proffered  chair  uneasily. 
“You’re  about  twenty-four  now,  Felix?” 
“Twenty-eight,  M’sieur.” 

“And  how  much  do  you  earn?” 

“It  varies.” 

“How  can  that  be,  among  us  poor  devils 
who  can  buy  papers  only  for  the  love  of  you?” 
“That's  why  it  varies,  M’sieur.” 

“Well — a good  average?” 

“Two  francs,  fifteen  sous.” 

“And  how  much  does  life  cost?” 


“ A room  and  coffee,  eighteen  ; a meal, 
twenty-two  sous.  Just  the  two  francs,  you 
see.” 

“So  you  have  saved  something,  miser?” 
“Not  that,  M’sieur,  not  that,”  he  said  dis- 
paragingly. 

“What  have  you  done  with  the  rest?” 
“Every  night  I play  rouge  et  noir.”  He 
smiled. 

“So!  And  how  long  do  you  play?” 

“Until  it's  gone,  M’sieur.”  He  smiled  again. 
“Suppose  you  fell  sick?” 

He  rose,  hesitatingly.  “But — . But  one 

never  thinks  of  that,  M’sieur !”  He  shunned 
me  as  a disturber  of  feasts ; and  as  he  shuffled 
through  the  empty  chairs  on  the  terrace,  call- 
ing half-heartedly  now  to  drown  the  unwel- 
come thought  “V’la  La  Presse!  Voila  La 
Press !”  I was  sorry  to  have  troubled  for  but 
a moment  the  peace  of  this  child  of  the  streets. 

c.  G. 


@1  Question. 


Why  is  it  that  the  white-tailed  doe 
At  daybreak,  on  the  lake  below, 

Can  watch  the  mist-wreaths  swirling  slow, 
While  I must  work? 

V hy  is  it  that  soft  breezes  blow 
Through  branches  stirring  to  and  fro 
And  Bob  White  whistles  clear  and  low 
While  I must  work? 


Why  is  it  that  the  after-glow 
Comes  slanting  on  the  water  so 
And  leaping  trout  round  ripples  throw 
While  I must  work? 

Why  is  it  that  the  moonbeams  show 
The  wav’ring  shadows  come  and  go 
On  silv’ry  riffles  murmuring  low 
While  I must  work  ? 

Why  is  it,  I would  like  to  know, 

That  though  these  things  entice  me  so 
And  all  the  world’s  for  me, — that  lo — 

I have  to  work?  — s, 
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KEYSTOHE  PRIDTinG  CO., 

BETHLEHEM,  PA. 

Printers  of  more  regular  pub- 
cations  than  all  the  other 
offices  in  the  Bethlehems  com- 
bined. 


WALTMAN’S  COAL 

MAKES  WARM  FRIENDS. 

TlA/n  YARH?  - NORTH  END  OF  NEW  STREET  BRIDGE, 

I WVU  # nflUO  . AND  F0QT  ofr  UNj0N  STREET  NEAR  MANOCACY, 

BETHLEHEM,  PA. 


GREAT  CHINA  TEA  CO., 

•t 

STEIN'S  AflD  STUDENT  LAMPS, 

bhic-a-bhac. 
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MAIN  STREET.  - BETHLEHEM. PA. 


LEHIGH  UNIVERSITY  SUPPLY  BUREAU, 

“ Right  on  the  Cantpue." 

AW,  TEXT-BOOKS  AND  SUPPLIES 
Needed  at  the  Lniveralty  on  hand. 

Patronize  a College  Institution . 


2k  £.  |p.  (iilbur  2rust  Company 

South  Bethlehem,  Pa. 


Capital, 

Surplus  and  Undivided  Profits, 


E.  P.  Wilbur, 

W.  A.  Wilbur, 

Arnon  P.  Miller, 
Wm,  V.  Knauss, 
Charles  T.  Hess, 
Eldredge  P.  Wilbur, 


$500,000. 

480,000. 


President, 
Vice-President, 
and  Vice-President, 
Treasurer, 

Secretary, 

Assistant  Secretary. 


We  furnish  betters  of  Credit  and  Travelers  Checks  available  in 

all  parts  of  the  world. 


WATCH  THEM  GROW  ! 


1894  Doing  Business  occupying  1,400  Square  feet  of  Floor  Space, 
1904  “ “ “ 155,200  <l  “ “ “ 

Gain  in  10  Years  153,800  “ “ t(  “ 


E.  O’REILLY, 

TWO  BIG  STORKS, 

SOUTH  BETHLEHEM,  PA. 


BIG  DEPARTMENT  STORE, 

431-427  EAST  THIRD  STREET, 

Agents  for  BIGELOWS  RUGS  in  Dagestan,  Bagdad,  & Brussels. 
John  & James  Dobson’s  Carpets — Inlaid  Linolems, 

Fine  Stock  of  Floor  Coverings. 

GROCERY  DEPARTMENT— We  buy  by  the  Carload  lots,  You 

get  the  Benefit. 


CLOTHING  STORE!, 

SOUTHEAST  COR.  3rd  and  NEW  STS., 

For  MEN  AND  BOYS,  Made  to  Order  and  ready  to  wear 
Caterers  to  Good  Dressers — Up  to  Now. 
ab^rdas  hers.  Stetson's  Hats.  Students'  Furnishers. 

Cor.  Third  and  New  Streets. 


P.  S.-STUDENTS  CLUBS  CAN  BUY  GROCERIES  AT  WHOLESALE. 
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